WELL-DESERVED   DISGRACE	^
Signer de Mocenigo had been replaced, and the new am-
bassador, Signer de Querini, was even more favourable
towards me than his predecessor had been.
But one morning Manucci came to see me. He looked
worried, and his manner was strange.
What is the matter, my friend?' I asked.
CI don't exactly know: Baron de Fraiture has written to
me saying if I do not lend him a hundred pistoles to-day,
he will blow out his brains, and I am afraid he will do so
if I refuse/
cHe said the same thing to me three days ago. I answered
him that I would bet two hundred pistoles he would do no
such thing. He was very angry, and challenged me to fight
him, to which I replied that as he cared nothing for lifej
he had too big an advantage over me. Answer him in the
same strain, or don't answer him at all.'
'No; I can't feel as you do about it. Here—here are a
hundred pistoles; give them to him, and try and get a
receipt for them,'
I admired his generosity, and undertook the commission.
I found the baron very busy. He received the money with-
out expressing any surprise, or showing either pleasure or
gratitude. He gave me the receipt, and told me he was leav-
ing for Barcelona next day with his friend. I took the
paper to Manucci, and remained to dinner with him and the
ambassador. It was for the last time. Three days later,
when I presented myself at the house, the porter told me
he had orders not to admit me. I was thunderstruck. I wrote
to Manucci asking him the reason of this affront, but Philip
brought me back my letter unopened. I could not guess
what had happened, but determined to have an explanation
at no matter what price. As I was about to take my siesta,
however, Manucci's servant brought me a letter, in which
was enclosed another one. I read the second first. It was
from Fraiture; in it he asked Manucci to lend him a hun-
dred pistoles, in return for which he would show him how
the man whom he thought his best friend, and the most

